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ISLE OF IONA,
DEAR MRS. Homo*,                                       September, 1894.

I am, in snmmer and autumn, so mnch of a wanderer
through the Isles and Western Highlands that letters
sometimes are long in reaching me. Bnt yonr kind note
(and enclosure) has dnly followed me from Edinburgh
to Loch Goil in eastern Argyll and thence deviously here.
It will be a great pleasure to me to read what you have
to say in the Illus. London News or elsewhere, and I
thank you. I wish you could be here. Familiar with your
poetry as I am, I know how you would rejoice not only
in the lona that is the holy Icolmkill but also in the lona
that is Ithona, the ancient Celtic Isle of the Druids.
There is a beauty here that no other place has, so unique
is it. Of course it does not appeal to all. The Sound of
lona divides the Island from the wild Eoss of Mull by
no more than a mile of water; and it is on this eastern
side that the village and the ancient Cathedral and ruined
Nunnery etc. stand. Here it is as peaceful as, on the
west side, it is wild and grand. I read your letter last
night, at sunset, while I was lying on the Cnoc-an-Angeal,
the hillock on the west where the angel appeared to St.
Columba. To the north lay the dim features of the
Outer Hebrides: to the west an unbroken wilderness of
waves till they fall against Labrador: to the south,
though invisible, the coastline of Ireland. There was
no sound, save the deep hollow voice of the sea, and a
strange reverberation in a hollow cave underground. It
was a very beautiful sight to see the day wane across the
ocean, and then to move slowly homeward through the
gloaming, and linger awhile by the Street of the Dead
near the ruined Abbey of Columba. Bnt these Isles are
so dear to me that I think everyone must feel alike!

I remain

Sincerely yours,
FIOKA MACLEOD.

P. S.   I enclose a gillieflower from close to St. Coham-
ba's tomb.n The Divine Ad-
